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while away an idle hour. But no ! here is one of those relentless 
portraits drawn to make us all uncomfortable and uneasy. How- 
ever much we may despise Maria, we yet wonder if any of her 
mean self-seeking, her shortsighted grasping after unearned emi- 
nence, lurks half hidden in us. This is no light reading, but a 
book to waken moral qualms, a pitiless portrait of a type, the 
natural outgrowth of modern conditions in which so many honors 
can be won by mere wealth and pretentions, that it is no wonder 
Maria learned to believe there was no citadel she could not storm. 
It is not an exalted or an ennobling book, but it is a very clever 
one, and one at least to make many people squirm uneasily. The 
mirror is held up unblushingly to our meaner selves. 



Vital, alive, full of meat and matter, a little crude and un- 
cooked, with just a faint trail of vulgarity over the whole, is this 
last volume by Gertrude Atherton.* The pictures of Munich are 
interesting and the setting is faithfully done. The " Styr " is fine, 
if unsympathetic, and the young Englishman who is the chief 
figure of the piece is just a little contemptible, despite his creator's 
evident fondness for him. It is interesting to note that she has 
drawn him with all the love and care and fidelity which the older 
novelists were wont to lavish on the young heroine. Women have 
been as tenderly drawn by men, but it would be difficult to find 
a parallel of a young man as lovingly drawn by a woman. To 
be sure, George Eliot lavished infinite thought and pains upon 
Deronda, but, after all, it was an idea she was drawing, not a 
man. The study of passion in all its phases is cleverly, if' not 
nobly, worked up, and the book is a full and conscientious piece 
of work. Such fault as one would find with it would concern 
only a certain coarseness of fibre, a grdblieit of texture which 
is perhaps inevitable and belongs of very nature to such a book. 



If " Mr. Polly "f is offered as a pendant to " Ann Veronica " 
he is not good enough for the place. That rebellious daughter 
had at least a robust vitality and, as one critic mentioned, she 
meant well. But he is dyspeptic, low-spirited and means noth- 

*"The Tower of Ivory." By Gertrude Atherton. New York: The 
Macmillan Company, 1910. 

t"The History of Mr. Polly." By H. G. Wells. New York: Duffield 
& Co., 1910. 



